matter in the face of that fact?"
"Cheer up, Mr Croker" said a lively young gentleman. "As
chief physicist to this expedition I am in a position to inform you
authoritatively that unless you reject cosmic radiation and tidal
retardation you have just as much reason to believe that the sun is
getting hotter and hotter and will eventually cremate us all alive."
"What comfort is there in that?'5 said Mr Croker. "We perish
anyhow."
"Not necessarily" said the first gentleman.
"Yes, necessarily" said Mr Croker rudely. "The elements of
temperature within which life can exist are ascertained and un-
questionable. You cannot live at the temperature of frozen air
and you cannot live at the temperature of a cremation furnace.
No matter which of these temperatures the earth reaches we
perish."
"Pooh!" said the first gentleman. "Our bodies, which are the
only part of us to which your temperatures are fatal, will perish
in a few years, mostly in well ventilated bedrooms kept at a com-
fortable temperature. But what of the something that makes the
difference between the live body and the dead one? Is there a rag
of proof, a ray of probability even, that it is in any way dependent
on temperature? It is certainly not flesh nor blood nor bone,
though it has the curious property of building bodily organs for
itself in those forms. It is incorporeal: if you try to figure it at all
you must figure it as an electro-magnetic wave, as a rate of
vibration, as a vortex in the ether if there be an ether: that is
to say as something that, if it exists at all—and who can question
its existence?—can exist on the coldest of the dead stars or in the
hottest crater of the sun."
"Besides" said one of the ladies, "how do you know that the
sun is hot?"
"You ask that in Africa!" said Mr Croker scornfully. "I feel
it to be hot: that is how I know."
"Xon ke,l PePper to be hot" said the lady, returning his scorn
interest, "but you cannot light a match at it."
"You feel that a note at the right end of the piano keyboard is
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